"These People are Wonderful"

Dinner was by candlelight. The candles were tall, slender
and tea-rose coloured. The old lady never allowed any other
kind of lighting when she had guests. To her friends she still
looked a little like the portraits of her which were scattered through
the rooms and which had been painted during the reign of Edward
VH. The house overlooked Belgrave Square, The bombings had
ruined many of the houses in die vicinity, but the old lady had
consistently refused to leave hers. The servants being of an age
that dispensed them from military duties, she had been able to
keep up her establishment on its normal footing and to indulge
her old habits* One of these, formed in the time of the Entente
Cordiale, was the holding of frequent gatherings of eminent
Frenchmen in London, Without notifying her they could turn
up at the last moment bringing new arrivals. The man beside me
was one of these.

He had just come from France. He knew no one at this table,
except the friend who had introduced him and who was seated at
the other end. The conversation was substantial and brilliant but
hinged on facts and persons he was totally unfamiliar with. He
heard the words and not the language. He was visibly bewildered,
like a traveller who lands on an unreal shore where the laws and
the patterns of life are utterly unrecognisable.

This did not astonish me. I was in the same situation as my
neighbour. Our common condition and solitude naturally attracted
me to him. Aside from a curly mop of greying hair and a high,
massive forehead, there was an unusual simplicity and gentleness
about his features that made his face very appealing. His eyes
were clear, a little tired, and these eyes rested by turns on the
flowers, the decoration of the walls, the old servants, the candelabra,
with an attention that was both studious and wonderstrucL One
felt in him the constant presence of an intense meditation but also
a leaning to the fanciful and a deep candour. His character and his
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